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One of these Junks was selected for the embassy,
and the presents and the passengers embarked on
board. But the Shaikh did not like the cabin assign-
ed to him and preferred to take a smaller vessel.
It was a Friday afternoon when the Junk set sail.
The Shaikh hoped to board his vessel after Friday
prayers. But a great storm arose in the afternoon,
and so great was the fury of the waves that it was
impossible for the Shaikh to get to his vessel, which
had on board his personal effects and his
servants. He passed the night on the beach. The
Junk meanwhile struck a rock and was lost, with
every one and everything on hoard. The sea threw
up the dead bodies of the Shaikh's colleagues of the
embassy next morning and they were buried with
due honours. Meanwhile the smaller vessel, fear-
ing for her own safety, if she remained near the
rocks, set sail, carrying all the Shaikh's property,
which he never recovered. He hfeard long after*
wards that it was disposed of in distant places like
China, Java, and Bengal. Such was the end of the
embassy according to the Shaikh's own account, and
w^ have no other.
It was impossible now for him to show his face
again at Delhi. He wandered about for a little while
in Malabar, visited the Maldives, where he stayed
over a year, performed a pilgrimage to Adam's Peak
in Ceylon, and got on to the Coromandel Coast.
He visited his brother-in-law the Sultan of
Madura, whose kingdom was inherited from a
rebel against the Sultanate of Delhi Here be